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WELL 1 I ASKED FOR YOUR LETTERS AND COMMENTS 9,^ ™E F^ST ISSUE OF THE 
EXTRA-LARGE VERSION OF MY MOLDY MAGAZINE, AND I SUR E DID HEOTVE/ HERE ARE 
II iot A FEW OF THE MANY LETTERS I GOT, AND YOU ARE HOLDING THE RESULT IN YOUR 
HANDS I HAVE SHRUNK BACK DOWN TO NORMAL SIZEI Oh [WELL, THE ^-T 

GREAT; AND MY EDITOR TELLS ME THAT I MIGHTGET TO OCCASIONALLY APPEAR IN THEj 
LARGER FORMATI KEEP THOSE CARDS AND LETTERS COMING^.— — - 


Dear Russ, 

I am a 22 year old Sociology major at u, . 
of California at Santa Cruz. I have been reading 
and collecting comics since I was about 7 or 8 
years old. I am writing to let you know that I for 



Dear Mr. Cochran, 

I must be crazy! I just flew three hours to get i 
copy of the EXTRA-LARGE TALES 
CRYPT. Boy, are my arms tired! Hee 
I only had one problem with t 
LARGE COMIC. It was so big 
damaged on the flight back. How c 
this monstrous mag? 


THE 
a EXTRA- 


Tin support of the larger size. I did not 

even recognize the comic at first because of the 
size change. The comic dealer at Atlantis 
Fantasyworld had to point it out to me. i am glad 
he did because I would have totally missed it. 
Other than the surprise of the size change, I like 
what you are doing. I know this won't be Publish- 
ed because it is not full of horrible puns like the 
letters that are usually published, but I thought I 
would write anyway. Thanks again for bringing 
back the vintage EC comics at a reasonable 


ghastly er 
Kevin Hartnell 
Nashville, TN 




I have just finished looking through the first 
issue (TC) of your EXTRA-LARGE COMICS, and 
I have to admit you have simply delighted me, 
and hopefully many others, who will love seeing 
the old EC stories in a larger foi 
this comic was a treat for my tire 
When you first brought this I 
thought you were out of your m 


t. Reading 




your point (but th 




■e good and my 


artwork better, but n 
house Is small. For muse ui uo »n» 
comics regularly, and bag and box them neatly, 
this tremendous size makes it very difficult on 
our Fellxlsh organizing attacks. I like TALES 
FROM THE CRYPT, VAULT OF HORROR and 
HAUNT OF FEAR, — ' *" 


ss up a good thing: go back tc 
e. Thanks for listening. 

Cat Kenney 
Olympia, VW 




it to handle 
al" size, but after 

) something! (By the way, where's my 
royalty check?) 

Many of my favorite memories are from the 
years in the earty 1950s when Al and I were 


Congratulations on yet another job well dc 
Love and kisses. 

Bill Gaines 
New York, NY 
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Through the hayloft window, Harry 
the "old man" working on the wagon below. 
Pressing up against the rafters : 
the wooden structure, the yot 


fork de 


id loft 


pen second-5 

He’s strong as a bull, Hatty 
fleeted, watching the older man sweating thi 
I the haymow. A lot stronger'n the avert 
I year-old geezer! Only his strength at 
mna help hint any TODAY, ’cause h 
inn, I die sure as shooting! 

Looking down from the loft now, Harry 
thought: he knows I stole that money out'n 
his desk drawer . . . he’s just been toying with 
■allied! Wants me to get dot 


eg for 


t! That 


man is out to show he's stronger’r, 
since I come here to work f 
trying to prove I’m yeller 
show the world that even though everyone 
but the Law knows he killed my paw, ' ' ' 
got the guts to settle with him! 

Still staring down from the top of the hay- 
loft, Harry went over in his mind for the 
twentieth time that hour the plan he had de- 
vised after 2 sleepless nights of tossing and 
turning. Getting the old man up here oughlla 
be easy, the youth thought . . . since he don’t 
trust me much anyway, he'll prob’ly wanna 
check to make sure I'm not stealing any of 
his dang hay! And once he comes up that tad- 
... - ' - '• Killing ’i ~ 


ty with it 




. . . should be a soft touch! 

The young man stepped up to 
window and, cupping his hands ai 


aimed i 


out myself but its kmda getting outta 

With a smile of satisfaction, Harry 

mound of hay and look toward the loft ap- 
prehensively. Then the grey-haired employer 
leaped down from the haystack and ran fran- 
tically toward the bam entrance. That’s got 
’im! Harry gloated, looking once toward the 
farm house on the hill to make sure that the 
rest of the Malcolm clan hadn't unexpectedly 
come back from town where they had all gon 
for the day. From now on. Harry thought, it’, 
be SOFT! 

30 seconds later, as the old man's head ay 
peated above the top of the ladder, Harr, 
brought the hammer down with stunning 
force. His boss tottered for a moment, 
Harry leaned far forward and dragged 
up onto the loft floor. Then, with repeated 
blows of the already bloody hammer, f 
agely crushed the old man's skull. 

match tossed into the hay up here" he said 

And by the time anyone's able to help me pu 
out the bla2e, you'll be so roasted that N( 
ONE’ll be able to tell the fire didn't kill you! 
A flame leaped up from the match whic 
Harry scraped across the rough floor: without 


"So lo 




doc. "I've g. 
i were thro' 
ing up here! It's a 35 foot drop . . . hut cor 
pared to what happened to YOU, my lan 
ing'll be SOFT! 

And with that, Harry leaped toward ti 
haymow. 35 feet he plummeted down, and I: 


r, in the \ 
iTbcdy P fr 


nr fror 


ingly tl 

wide open and his insides spilling out wetly 

he had impaled himself on the r 
edges of the pitchfork which old Ma 
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JACK.' WHAT IS !Tf WHATS 
WRONG WITH WO* 
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%YOU'LL HAVE TO TAKE 
THEM AWAY FROM HIMf 
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Dear Mr. Cochran. 

I would like lo thank you for pifcishing the EC 
Library. You have made a lot o< nostalgic middle- 
aged Fan Addicts happy. To me these horror 
comics are one of the highlights of my youth. 
They are to me what the Rosebud sled was to 
Charles Foster Kane. 


i fine artists better, t 
the price Increase 




about the Ground 


Efeuken Bow. NE 68822 


Dear Russ S Ghouls, Gals, et al at EC, 

At my local comic store today I found myself 
looking for my EC fix of the latest horror or 
science fiction comic to hit the streets. What 1 
found was an over-grown comic TALES FROM 
THE CRYPT which apparently had eaten 
Wheatles somewhere along the way from West 
Plains. This puppy was huge, dwarfing the small 
comics nearby. I hate to "drop a load of tizzies 
In your toilet bowl" as they say in ANIMAL 
HOUSE, but I'm not sure I like this new format 
on a permanent basis, especially at $4 a pop. 
Don't you know there’s a recession going on? 
How's a little kid going to spring 4 bucks for a 
comic and still subscribe to Playboy? OK, it 
was a nice change of pace to see CK, VK and 
that «d Witch up close and personal, but I'm 
only 32 and my eyes still work good. This huge 
printed book looks like It belongs In a 
convalescent home so the old folks can see It 
from across the rooml Where am I going to put 
this thing now? How will I store it and keep it for 
future generations of my offspring? How will I 
get cardboard and mylar? It's klnda flimsy, as 
well. Get the picture? go back to regular size. 


le you're 


k. Doth 


ig back the scl-fi to 


Dear Russ. 

I just today purchased Issue #1 of TALES 
FROM THE CRYPT at one of the area comic 
shops. You asked for opinions on your 
experiment— well, this time Is definitely a case 
of "ask and you shall receive". I DON'T LIKE IT, 
and the reasons why have been enumerated for 
you below. 

(1) Too big, clumsy to handle, clumsy for 
retailer to display. 

(2) Keeping it nice - who has plastic, 
polyproplene. mylar or whatever to fit these 
things? 

(3) Price - well, yes, 2 EC comics for $3.95 
Isn't a terribly high price. However. 2 ECs for 
$2.00 was an even better df-' 


is just h 


d for m 


_. as much for the s; 
plus the clumsy size offered, storage problems 
and all is a better deal for the consumer/fan. It's 
still an EC. they're still great reading— I don't 
leel the larger panels and price justify the 

Thanks for the opportunity to criticize, blast, 
nlt-pick, etc., etc. 

Best regards, 

Jeff Patton 
Massillon. OH 
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